The Commander shared with his men all their lor- 149
tures, good and bad. He would sleep on the rough floors
of peasant houses. His food was of the coarsest. He
loved them, and they loved Mm in return with an almost
fanatical love; true of both officers and soldiers. His
appearance—in the trenches, in their billets, in hospital,
in a dugout—was always greeted with enthusiasm. They
would gather around him and he would talk with them,
never stiff and formal, but friendly. In his hands weak
men became strong soldiers, so that foreign officers were
often surprised at their feats.
In the early days of the war, men sometimes grum-
bled among themselves, complaining of their lack of shoes
or clothes; they were about ready to throw it over. Let
the Commander come, and not a word was said; did he
ask how things were, they would reply, "All right, sir.'7
It was the same with the wounded, they stopped groan-
ing if Pilsudski was near by.
Sometimes the soldiers would say, "Pan Colonel, it is
impossible.?? (Pan is our Mr. plus sir.)
"The Commander wishes—"
"Then we will do it," was the quick answer. The word
"Commander" was like magic. Once when the Legions
were ordered to hold out, they did hold out though it
meant the loss of half their force, because Pilsudski said
so; no doubt they would have perished to the last man,
but the troops near them retreated and at last they too
were ordered to withdraw.
It was his habit, during actual fighting, to stay three
or four hundred meters from the front'—that is, from the
firing line itself. When Eussian officers were taken pris-
oner and led before him, they refused to answer his ques-
tions, saying this was not the general, as they could not
believe so high a commander would be in such an exposed
place, or live in a dugout under shrapnel fire. When Ms
close friends objected to his staying in the first line, he
would say, "You mustn't criticise your chief* I am only

